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I had come as a pilgrim to his shrine. From where I
stood I thought he looked sad and disillusioned. Perhaps
it was the li^ht casting deceptive shadows, perhaps it was
because of what was happening across the bridge in the
state of Virginia, where the deep South began.
When I thought of the wealth and abundance, the
power and richness with which God had graced that
continent, leaving it unscarred bv war while other
countries had been ravaged, devastated and laid low,
I thought it a pity that America should make a mock-
ery of all the great ideals for which so many of its sons
had fought and died, America had everything under
the sun. It had oil, coal, iron and steel. It now produced
atomic energy. Everything on God's earth was in Amer-
ica and if it was not/ the Americans could make it
pretty soon.
At die end of World War II, America was strong.
The British with an empire of their own had humbly
asked America for a loan. The French and the Chi-
nese had also come to beg and borrow for their worn-
out lands. Russia after Stalingrad was limp, so thev said.
The Germans and the Japanese would never rise again.
No one was left to match America, now the top nation
of the world.
With so much power, wealth and potential, it was
disappointing to see how little humility there was in the
land. That was to me a great disappointment. Hu-
mility is an essential requisite of all great peoples*
Because of the lack of it, great empires had declined
and fallen in the past, even as the supermen of Hitler's
Third Reich, the blond Aryans of the Nazi Germany,
had bitten the dust*
But these were only abstract sorrows. Personal sor-
row was yet to come. One day it came.